io,    THE STRUCTURE OF THE NOVEL
must wind uphill all the way; and the more difficult it is the better; difficulty in a novel becomes to him, one might almost say, an additional source of aesthetic enjoyment. But he has the rare merit of being concerned with the novel as a specific form of art, not merely as one of the manifestations of life. There is a pattern in life, he would no doubt agree with Mr Carruthers, but he appreciates the fact that there is a difference between it and the pattern of a noveL The novel must give us "life," he would admit with Mr Forster, but what is life? he might ask, and what is the difference between life as we live it and life as we see it in Thackeray or in Henry James ? In short, in a work on the novel he remembers the novel. Mr Forster argues that the novel must give us life because life does; Mr Carruthers maintains that the novel must present a pattern because life does. Both, no doubt, are right: what they forget is the novel.
To remember the novel the first thing one must do is to assume (that is, forget) such things as that it is about life and that life has a pattern. After all, the fact that the novelist writes about